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Chapter | 


A soft breeze entered the room, joining Tarja's finger that slowly danced over the soft skin of her lover and 
leaving a trail of goosebumps. Their heartbeats where still slightly increased from their lovemaking and both of 
them welcomed the chills on their still hot but naked skins. Sharon's breath felt warm on the places in her 
neck that had been kissed countless times in the last few hours and the Finnish woman had no other choice 
than to smile. 


Tarja's tour had ended just a few days ago and it was her second day at her girlfriend's place. In the four 
months the two of them were together, Tarja had spent most of her time on tour but she loved every 
second she had spent with Sharon in the Netherlands. Neither of them liked cold weather, so Sharon's home 
country was quickly chosen above Tarja's and it seemed to be a good decision since they were able to lay like 
this. Naked, in each other's arms and the window open, allowing the sun and some soft breezes to enter the 


room. 


Tarja was pulled from her thoughts by a sweet angelic voice that tickled her ear, but the word that broke the 


peaceful silence almost scared her. 


‘Honey? 


‘Do | have to be afraid? Tarja opened her eyes as she felt Sharon moving next to her and was met by two 
loving brown eyes that looked up to her. 


‘What do you mean? 
‘Whenever you call me Honey, you want me to do something for you. What is it? 


‘Well... | haven't seen my parents in quite some time since they live on the other side of the country. But | was 
thinking, now that you're here for a while.. Maybe we could spend the weekend there? The silence in the room 
returned for a few seconds as Sharon started drawing little figures on Tarja's stomach and the meaning of the 


words hit the smaller woman. 
‘You want me to meet your parents.. 
Please?" 


The drawing on her stomach continued as Tarja looked at the stars that were painted on the ceiling of the 
bedroom, as if they held the answer. Sharon had told her a lot about her parents, and she had concluded that 
they were unpredictable. They were open minded and had supported Sharon when she started her musical 
career, but when she actually had success with her band and started touring in other countries they had been 
disapproving. They didn't had any problems when Sharon's brother asked if he could have a tattoo for his [Tth 
birthday, but Sharon's friends hadn't been welcome because they were too rebellious. You never knew how 
they were going to react on something. Meeting Sharon's parents was a huge deal, and she was not sure if she 


was ready for it 
Tar? 

‘They made the most wonderful person on earth, how bad can they be?’ 

Sharon smiled as she heard her girlfriend's words and stretched her neck to kiss her one more time before 
laying down on her shoulder again. Soon Sharon had drifted off to sleep and even though her body was 


exhausted, Tarja was unable to put her mind to sleep. She kept counting the stars on the ceiling until they 


were joined by the real ones outside and she eventually closed her eyes. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Parts written in /talic are spoken in Dutch 


It took them almost 3 hours to drive from their home to the house of the parents, hours that Sharon used 
to tell Tarja about her childhood. She told about how she was beaten on her first day of school, how she met 
the other members of her band and how she had sneaked out of her room to see the guy she was dating 
when she was IT. There were a lot of things that Tarja would never had expected from her girlfriend and she 


loved seeing this new side of Sharon 

Something she liked less was the fact that Sharon seemed to get more nervous when they got closer to her 
parents' home. She seemed to doze off sometimes, made small mistakes in her riding and she kept talking at a 
high tempo. It was only when she started biting her lip that Tarja got worried and gently placed a hand on her 
girlfriend's knee. 

‘Sharon, are you okay? As if she hadn't been worried enough, the Dutch woman shook her head. 

‘There's something | haven't told you: 


‘What would that be?! 


‘| haven't told my parents about you.. Again she caught her lower lip between her teeth, her eyes never 


leaving the road. 
‘They don't know I'm coming along? 
‘They know I'm bringing someone, but they probably expect a man: 


‘You never told them you also like women? Again Sharon shook her head and Tarja slightly squeezed her knee 
as she saw that her girlfriend was fighting her tears. ‘I'm here for you. And why are we stopping?" 


‘We're here: 


Tarja turned around and smiled as she saw the house. She tried to imagine a young Sharon sneaking out of the 
front door to see her boyfriend, playing on the swing with her brother and later regretting not having done it 
more when she got too big for it. She tried to imagine how her voice came out the window of her room as 

she sang along with her Nirvana LP's, and how her brother would ask her to stop. It seemed like a lovely home 


and she couldn't wait to see where Sharon grew up. 


Slowly she leaned over and pecked Sharon's lips before releasing her knee and getting out of the car. Dragging a 
small suitcase along they made their way to the front door and Sharon took a deep breath before she rang 
the bell. Footsteps sounded after only a few seconds and then the door opened, revealing a woman who looked 
like an older version of Sharon 

Sharon! Im so happy fo see you again! Frankie, its Sharon! The woman shouted before hugging her. Come n! 
Tarja followed her girlfriend when she stepped inside and a tall man appeared as the door fell shut behind her. 
Sharon hugged the man after greeting him and suddenly all eyes were set on the woman who hadn't said a 
single word. 


Sharon, who's your friend” Sharon smiled as she let go of her father and wrapped an arm around Tarja's waist. 


‘Tarja, these are my parents. Mam, pap, this is Tarja, my girlfriend’ She smiled down at her girlfriend, but her 


face fell as she heard her mother's words. 
Sharon, you can't be serious: 

Why not? Just because she's a woman? 

Oh please, this will never work!" 

Mam! 


‘A foreigner! How can that work when the two of you never see each other because youre touring all the time? 
You are so lonely that you let her use you. Belleve me, you will get hurt’ 


tm afraid she's right, sweetheart’ The man stated before following his wife out of the hall. 

Sharon sighed as her arm fell down, but Tarja grabbed her hand before it fell to her side. 

‘That didn't sound good... 

‘We'll see.. And Ruud doesn't live far from here, we can go there if this is a disaster: 

Sharon, are you joining us for dinner? 

Gladly!' Sharon shouted back at her father. ‘Come on, dinner is ready’ 

She grabbed Tarja's hand as she took her to the dining room and found the table already set. They sat down 


next to each other, Tarja across from Sharon's mother who she thanked when she filled her plate. In silence 


they started eating, the eyes of Sharon's mother burning on Tarja until her father broke the silence. 


So, how long have you been together? 
‘Pap, can you please speak English? And we've been together for four months already: 
‘And how much of that time were you actually together, as in, not touring? Her mother asked 


‘My tour ended last week’ Tarja answered. ‘But Sharon traveled with me for a week after we had spent 3 


weeks at her place: 
‘So actually it's just one month instead of 4: 


‘We Skyped a lot: Sharon defended them. ‘And we called each other every day. She even called me when she 


was exhausted after a concert, just to let me know she was thinking of me: 
Or to make sure you hadnt run off’ 


Fiercely Sharon put down her fork next to her plate before rising and disappearing into the kitchen. Without a 
second thought Tarja followed her, not even bothering to look at her parents in law. She found her girlfriend 
looking into the garden through the only window in the kitchen and wrapped her arms around her from behind. 
Her forehead rested on Sharon's back as she felt one of the soft hands covering her own 


‘They don't like me, do they? Sharon shook her head. 

l'm sorry... 

‘I's not your fault, I'm not an easy person to like: 

‘That's true: 

‘Hey! She received a giggle before Sharon turned around in her arms, a small smile playing on her lips. 

‘Its okay, neither am |: 

She leaned in and their lips met in a short kiss that was interrupted when Sharon's mother entered the kitchen 
with a pile of dirty plates in her hands. The couple ignored the disapproving look and helped cleaning the table 
after which they joined the older people on the couch. 

The long drive and the stress for meeting her parents hit Sharon not long after the TV was turned on and 
without asking she rested her head in her girlfriend's lap, not interested in her parents’ opinion. She soon dozed 
off and even though Tarja loved it when Sharon fell asleep in her arms, she felt rather uncomfortable in the 
presence of the two other people. She was afraid they would tell her to leave and never come near their 


daughter again, but it didn't happen. It stayed silent in the living room except for the voices from the television 
and the soft breathing of four people. 


‘We should go to bed’ Tarja stated after half an hour when she felt Sharon stir in her lap and looked down at 
two sleepy brown eyes. ‘It was a long day for both of us, and your back is going to hurt if you sleep like this: 


‘Why do you always have to be right? 
‘Because one of us has to be. Come on’ 
Slowly Sharon got up, grabbing Tarja's hand after wishing her parents good night and going to her old bedroom. 


It still looked exactly the same as when she left, but didn't had the time to get nostalgic. Only a few minutes 


after she'd changed into her pajama, she was sound asleep in the arms of her girlfriend. 


Chapter 3 


To avoid her parents, Sharon had woken Tarja up when the first lines of light appeared in her room. They left 
without having breakfast, only leaving a note in which Sharon stated they shouldn't wait for them to have 
dinner. The coffee shop opened just when they arrived, Tarja's mind not really awake until she took the first 
sip of her coffee. In silence they walked through the sleeping center of the town, slowly waking up as the 
caffeine did his work. The silence still hung between them as they left the center to follow the path into the 
woods, their empty cups laying in one of the trash cans. For a moment Tarja wondered if Sharon even 


remembered she was with her, and her reaction on Tarja grabbing her hand made clear that she was right 
‘Are you okay?’ 

| just thought my parents wouldnt react that way.’ 

‘Mt least they didn't threw you out of the house: 


‘See, that's what | don't get! Sharon sighed. ‘The problem is not that you're a woman, their problem is that 
you're not Dutch. They think you're using me because l'm lonely. You're going to destroy my career and then 


you're going to run off: 

‘You know that's not true, right? 

‘OF course | know that, | just don't know how to convince my parents: 

‘The best way is just to stay together, so.. Please don't leave me? Especially not in the middle of the woods? 
‘Never: 


Sharon's chuckle brought as smile to Tarja's face as they walked on, the silence between them no longer 
uncomfortable. Sharon took her to the places she'd loved as a child, telling her everything about it she could 
remember. She took her to the playground where she'd broken her arm when she jumped off the swing, the 
square where she'd sung for an audience for the first time end at the end of the day to the only restaurant 
in town. Tarja smiled at her girlfriend when she was telling about the failed date she once had at the 
restaurant and the Finnish realized Sharon hadn't mentioned her parents since their talk in the woods, and 


hoped they would survive the weekend without further problems. 


Frankie lay down his glasses as he closed the book he had been reading and slipped out of the bed. His feet met 
his slippers before they touched the ground and without a single sound he sneaked out of the room to get his 
usual glass of water before going to sleep. He sighed as he passed the door of his daughter's room, wondering 
if she was still out yet and if he would see her tomorrow before she left. It was a shame that their bond got 
broken over something as silly as a foreign girlfriend, but Frankie just couldn't help it. He wanted the best for 
his daughter, he wanted her to be happy, but it was hard to believe that this was making her happy. She 


would probably get hurt and he would be there for her when it happened, but he wished he could prevent it. 


He was pulled out of his thoughts when he heard noises coming from the living room. His mind immediately 
concluded there had to be burglars, the idea of the sounds coming from Sharon and Tarja only hitting him as 


he peeked around the corner. 


Tarja had straddled Sharon on the couch, their lips were pressed together and their hands buried in each 
other's hair. Both of them tried to forget the situation with Sharon's parents for a moment, only wanted the 
other one on their minds. Sharon let her hands wander down and pulled the smaller woman even closer before 
her hands slipped under Tarja's shirt. A soft moan sounded as Tarjas hands stroke the skin of the Dutch 
woman's neck before they wandered down to her breast. They broke apart as Sharon let her mouth travel 


down her lover's neck and started sucking on the most sensitive point. 


‘Sharon, Tarja breathed out. ‘Maybe we shouldn't do this. We're at your parent's house..' Slowly Sharon pulled 
back, looking her girlfriend right in the eye while her hand kept stroking the skin under her shirt. 


‘So first you're turning me on, and then you're stopping me? 

‘| know you can't be quiet, and | don't want your parents to hear us: 

A smirk took place on Tarja's lips before she leaned in again and softly kissed her girlfriend. These kisses were 
sweet and innocent, but still filled with love. Sharon's hands slipped down and rested on the other woman's hips 


as the Finnish had draped her arms around the taller woman's neck. 


‘| love you! Sharon whispered as she pulled back again. ‘And | really appreciate it that you're still here, even 
though you know they'd rather see you leave: 


‘td do anything for you. | would prefer it as your parents could see me the way you see me, but | guess you 
can't have everything in life. | am already lucky that a wonderful person like you loves me, and that's enough 
for me: 

The whispered words hung in the air for several seconds before Sharon leaned in yet again. It didn’t matter 


how good she was with words, Tarja always managed to make her speechless. Kissing her was the only way 


she knew to tell her how much she loved her, and it was the way she liked most. 
Let's go to bed: 

Sharon. 

‘Just to sleep, | promise: 


The two women shared one last kiss before Tarja crawled off Sharon's lap and grabbed her hand to pull her 


up. Their hands were still linked as they disappeared in the hallway and Frankie sighed before remembering the 
reason he was out of bed. Maybe he'd been wrong about Tarja. 


Chapter 4 


Sharon was surprised as she woke up in the morning. It took her a few seconds to realize why she was in her 
old room before she started wondering where Tarja was. She closed her eyes again as she concluded she 
probably went to the restroom and would be back any moment, but when that didn't happen, Sharon got 
worried. Maybe she wasn't feeling well and had locked herself in the bathroom? What if she got lost in the 
house? What if she got this crazy idea that she could better leave? 


With a slightly bad feeling Sharon got out of bed and slipped out of her room. As quiet as possible, since she 
didn't know if her parents were still asleep, she checked the bathroom and got even more worried when she 
found it empty. Carefully she walked through the house, looking for her girlfriend and releasing a breath when 
she finally found her in the kitchen 


‘Where did you find all of this? she asked as she wrapped her arms around Tarja's waist and saw she was 
making coffee. ‘Did you search the entire kitchen? 


‘No, your dad gave me everything. Tarja answered as she turned her head to kiss her girlfriend. 

‘He gave you everything?" 

‘Yeah... | think he got laid yesterday, he's really friendly today: 

‘| can hear you, you know! 

Sharon smiled as she heard her father's voice coming from the living room and kissed Tarja one more time 
before stealing her cup of coffee. She carefully took a sip as she walked over to the other room and found 
her father sitting at the dining table. His eyes were set on his newspaper, but he looked up as Sharon placed 
her hand on his shoulder. 

Good moming, pap.’ 

‘Good morning Get your girlfriend, we need fo talk’ 

Pap." 


Get her’ 


He lowered his glasses to stare her right in the eye as he said the words and Sharon knew she had no choice. 
She made her way back to the kitchen where Tarja had finished a second cup. 


‘Tar.. My dad wants to talk... 


Tarja didn't say a single word, but her eyes said everything. She was scared, scared to death because the rest 
of her future was probably going to be determined in the next minutes. Was the man going to forbid his 
daughter to see her again? Was he going to kick both of them out? What if Sharon was actually going to break 
up with her if her father told her so? Sharon noticed how nervous the Finnish had gotten and was just as 


nervous herself as she grabbed one of her hands. 
‘Tarja.. Whatever he says, | will always choose you. No matter what: 


‘| love you! Tarja whispered as she hugged Sharon, a voice in the back of her head still whispering that it 
might be the last time. 


Sharon didn't hide their linked hands as they entered the living room again and sat down across from her 
father. It stayed quiet for a moment as he finished reading his article before folding up the newspaper. He took 


off his glasses and took a sip from his coffee before looking at the two women in front of him. 


‘| want to apologize’ He sighed, obviously surprising Sharon and Tarja. 'I am still afraid that your career will 
suffer from this, but all | ever wanted for you was to be happy. If she makes you happy, and I've seen that 
she does, then you should be with her. Tarja, I'm sorry for my behavior of the last days, you seem like a 


really nice person’ 


Before Tarja could answer, Sharon had her arms around the neck of her father and was thanking him over and 
over again. Tarja was glad that Sharon wasn't going to lose the bond with her father, and he was glad that he 
apologized, but there was still one thing that was bothering her. 


‘What about your mother? 

‘Ill talk to her’ The man assured her with a friendly smile. 
‘Thanks, Mr. Den Adel: 

‘Oh please, it's Frankie. You're family now, Tarja’ 


Sharon looked up and as her eyes met Tarja's as she still had her arms around her father's neck and she 


thanked the gods for being at her side after all. 


A few hours later it was time for Sharon and Tarja to go back to their own place at the other side of the 
country. As promised Frankie had talked to his wife, and in the end he had managed to convince her that Tarja 
made their daughter happy and they should trust her in her choice. Now she almost regretted not seeing 
earlier the little gestures between the two of them. Tarja followed her girlfriend's example as she hugged the 


two older people and waving at them when they made their way to Sharon's car. 


As she drove them out of the street and towards the highway, Sharon kept on rambling about how glad she 
was how the weekend had turned out in the end. Tarja just smiled as she listened, and used the first silent 


moment to surprise Sharon as she placed her hand on her knee. 


‘So, when are you ready to meet my parents? 


